•.must be the solace and the joy of defending generals 189
everywhere. Here, it would not surprise me to discover,
ihat Oedipus, had met the Sphinx. I was profoundly dis-
turbed, shaken to the roots. And by what? By associations
born of my knowledge of ancient events? Scarcely, since
I have but the scantiest knowledge of Greek history and
even that is thoroughly confused, as is all history to me.
No, as with the sacred places so with the murderous spots
—the record of events is written into the earth. The real
joy of the historian or the archaeologist when confronted
with a discovery must lie in the fact of confirmation, cor-
roboration, not in surprise. Nothing that has happened
on this earth, however deeply buried, is hidden from man.
Certain spots stand out like semaphores, revealing not
only the clue but the event—provided, to be sure, they
are- approached with utter purity of heart I am con-
vinced that there are manylayers of history and that the
final reading will'be delayed until the gift of seeing past
and future as one is restored to us.
I thought, when I got back to my hotel and found that
money had been cabled me for my return to America, that
that was what had drawn me back to Athens, but in the
morning when I found Katsimbalis waiting for me with
a mysterious smile upon his face I discovered that there
was another, more important reason. It was a cold wintry
" day with a stiff wind blowing down froni the encircling
hills. It was a Sunday. Somehow everything had under-
gone a radical change. A boat was leaving in about tea
days and the knowledge that I would take that boat had
already brought the journey to an end
Katsimbalis had come to propose a visit to an Armenian
soothsayer whom he and several of his friends had.al-
ready consulted. I consented with alacrity, never having
been to a soothsayer in my life. Once in Paris I had been
on the verge- of doing so, having witnessed the hallud- .

